.

-

Confronted the Fate of
Lovers Who Wait
Too Lm.{

sun, dwarfed te a hard red ball, had
dropped behind the level, sharp-cut line
whers sky and prairie stopped. Grain
Aalds lxy spread out, a dark, flat monotons
under a sheet of ecold, gray cloud. Close
reefed poplars shivered sibilantly im a ehill
breess. Yot the boy and girl, merged Inte
ene &im biot on the steps of the shallow
porch, in front of a big, square, mud tinted
bouse, were caught into a romance world as
soft and warm and entrapcingly beautiful as
leve ever finds.

But, presently, Lon Baxter broke its spell
“1 ean’t ask you teo marry me, yet, Edna—
mot untfl I have & bome ready. If you will
wall—T

“0Oh, Lon" Edna ecame back to Grindon,
Iowa, with protast in her luminous faoce.
“Why abould we walt for that? Vhy
shonldn"t- I do my share in making the
bome™™

“"Becanse I will never let my wifs o
threugh what my mether did. I can ‘never
got sway from that-—>—" The boyish face
already shadowed by pain-breeding experi-
wnoa, set In hard Hines. “ 1 can ses it now—
the day she died. The littie bedroom off the
kitchen likes am even—she'd ococoked for
threshers all day—and her gasping and fight-
ing for breath! And my father bending over,
twisting his hands and moaning, ‘It's the
eu'ssed mor'gage that's killed her? ™
Biting tears stood in the boy's eyes. Not
even the clasp of Eduna's tender hands, the
brunh of her fresh cheek, could taks the sting
from that memcry. The rasping chant of
frogs filled their ears; mooniess dark wrapped
tham closs; for the first time, Len's breoding
passion found speech:

=1 hated that mertgage as if it 'was a lliving
thing! I wantsd to tear it—its torture it like
a cat does a mousel I bated my father, too.
He always worksd Nks a horse—you know,
Edna—and he expectsd me and my mother—
sometimes I feit that he was downright
arpal”

The wisdom of wemanheod was streng
Bdna, though she was but sightesn She
knew words would d&rew out buried bilter
nesms. OCently she lod him on to speak. ~
“Only the year after ma disd he come
homs eme night and showed us children a
long, dirty paper, covered with figures and
biots. It was the mortgage, Be =il The
last cent was padd. Hbs lifted the stove N4
and dropped it en % the csals and we all
stood by and watched it burn. Then he alk
mest whispered, ‘I wish mother could & seen
that” I couldn™t hold in them. I teld him
I'd pever mortgage anything ¢ mine—I'd
dis first. And the «ld man st down and
spoks quist—almost a8 If he was apologising
o me—said be borrewed meney first when
ma was sick and had to have & dector, and
meadicine, and nourishing food. Then the
grasshoppers coms thres years rummin’, and
he had to borrow to keep us all from starving
and freexing, and after that, Hitle Emmy dled
and that meant another joan. I could see—
there hadn't been nothing else for him to do.
I badnt cught te bave biamed him so—and
—i did feel different after thadt—dut—>"
His voice was hard with determination.
*But I made up my mind right then that I'd
mever lot myself be trapped the way bhe was.
T'd never have a wifs and chiidrem untf] I
was fixed so I'd never need t» berreow—or
mortgage—"=- 0
With the swest, clear semse that was hers
Bina spoks:

“Yea, Lon. But that ean’t ba, you know,
Things happen, good and bad, and married
folks just have to take the chances together.”
“ A man ought te have his farm clear and
s esmfortable houss befors he asks & woman
t» bagin to taks shances,” Len, boywurs, pro-
mouneed.

“That will take u long time—years, per-
hapa =
jay trilL
*Ne, I am young and strong, and I can
work. Ged. How I'll work for you, Ednal®
“1 mow. I understand how you fesl,” she
admitted. “But" shyly, “I am young and
streng, too, Lon. And I am not afraid of
work, either—with you.”

His arms tight about her, hope and glad-
Sess pulsing high in the swift rebound of
pouth, he told her eonfidenfly.

“There1l be work snough for you when I
kave the farm and the house ready—that
won't be long.”

Brave words—easily sald

But how were thess words to be made
goodT That was the question with which
mmm-gmmmghmm-
ing days of harvesting and threshing the
“dldna'sm“lmblmnd
man on the Goodrich place. How was he to
secure & farm of his own? How was be to
preparé a home fit for Edna Goodrich—he,
with only his two hands and the great urge
of love in his heart? The problem was in his
mind when he dropped into the desp sleep
compelled by long days of hard work, and it
was with him when he tumbled inte his
clothes in the pale light of early dawn. In
their snatches of talk at noontime and after
thechores weres done he and Fdna dis
sussed It

They koew well that “ol' man Geodrich,”
who was popularly called “the richest, the
nighest, and the mednest man In four coun-
tiss,” would-pever give his consant to Lon
as ¢ sop-in-law. As children, in the Uttle
white schoolhouse on the corner of “34," Lon
and Bdna bad speiled ans another down and
dgured the mme sums on thelr seratohed
siaten. As & boy and girl Lon bad seem

s

Lion

Edna's voice had lost some of fts
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How Lon Baxter, Pioneer,

* I¢s gone over.” His .*0_7;’;.

was wavery. * [t's gone te-
ward home?" she questioned
enxiously.

her to the skating rink and chureh ﬂ;\-

Ounly thes girl's owa tast, with friendly eon-
nivance on the part of “ma Geodrich,” had
kept “pa ™ from dlscovering what every one
slse knew—that “Lem Baxter was pgoin’
with Bdua CGoodrich.”

It was in shear bravade that the boy had
offered his services to Coodrich. His own
father, to the amasesment of his son, his
neighbors, apd, very posaidbly, of himself, had
soddenly married the Widew Graves, .who
eame in sosasionally ts “red up~ and do the
family mending. Loa, theugh Be saw that
kis father and the yeunger chilfren were
sorely in Deed of & woman's hand, resemted
the presence of the new wifs as a desecration
of his mother's memory. With a tacitura us-
derstanding, Sam Baxter spoks

“Yeo worked well far me, Lon, in the dxyw
when I nesded help the most. Ye shall have
Fyeur time from now oo—an’ thisTl give ye
& start,” he put & hundred dollare into the
boy's bands. * Donrt throw it awayt™

Lon bhad worked his way through high
scshool—Edna was attending it, too. Then he
bad bunted a job. The unsuspecting Good-
of the sturdy brawn of the lad who had done
& man's work since his tenth year, hired the
young man at once. Twentyfive dollars a
mounth seemed, at first, & fortune to Lon, whe
had worked so many years at home for his
“keepa.” Yet, It was such & joy to Hve un-
der the same roof with Edna that he would
giadly bave labored for that alone—had the
“ol' man” but known it. And now, before
the summer had fairly begun, Lon had spe-
ken his love and Edna confessed hers.

“We won't say anything to any ene but

" Edna decided, *Of courss, pa'l
object.”

“Yes, I s'pose he WilL" Lon agreed ~ But
hell have to give in, when he pess that I
am going te give you & good home and
bving.”

Btill, as the months sitpped by, Lon began
to realize that it would take years as a hired
man to save monsy enough ts huy a good
farm in their own neighborhood. * And I
won't buy en time—that would mean a mort-
mge” he “And renting is just
putting money in other fellow's pockets,™
he finished with a sober fase

"Yea" Edna answered “Btill, if' crops
wers good, we'd save something, too,
wouldn't we? ™

“I tell you, Edna.” Lon spoke with sudden
decision, “I've about made up my mind that
I'll have to go to & newer country—there’s
good government land, yet, in Dakota and
Nebraska—Ill just have to do what our
fathers did, strike out and ploneer.” y

"‘MI‘IIIO she cried eagerly.
* Our mothers pioneered, too,” she reminded
him, thinking only of her own strong, bra
spirited mother, .

His face darkened. “Yeas, they did. And
it killed my mother. No, Edns, you must
stay here and wait until I get a good start.”

All through the long winter months they
studied the posuibilities and made plans. Lén
was buoyantly confident now. He would Jo-
cate & good ¥ crop, or at most

two crops, would bufld@ the house—then—

And lha,'m,w“IMuﬂ
suggested and gave him the encouragsment
of her love and faith,

One SBunday aftermoon, when he found his
father alone, feet upon thea stove-hearth,
paper and pipe finished, Lon—with & yearn”
uncmmmumm—m
flung out his new purpose and its reason.
indeed. " B0, ye've plcked ol man Goodrloh
fer & fatberindawl” BSam Baxter chuckled
under his tongus. * Well, yo must think a
heap o' the girll But, ye're right. Yol
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ot plonserhy’ fn & new country. ThereTl be
hardships—but there’s advantages, too, I
can't.do what I'd llke fer ye, Lonnie™ his
rough voice softened. *“ But the roan colts
is yours, ye know, an’ they ain’t a finer span
in the country——"

Lon's chair dropped to four feel. He had
thmhﬂmumﬁn
made leng age; te his mother.

*Then, there's the Toledo wagon—'taint
‘mew, but it's in good condition. When your
year is up, coms home, Lon, and ye shant
start out empty-handed.”

“I should say not,” the youth exulted
“And when I sell my pigs, Il have nigh
four hundred dollars cash, tes. I eught to
make it all right! *

“Yea," the oclder man assenmted ~YeT
have a fuir start, an’ ye've got & head on
your shoulders. With the help of a goed
girl, like Bdna, yo'll make it all right—"1 the
Hand o’ God don™t fall en ye, like it dome on
us n 'hopper times "™

In the fullness of uptried courags the
youngster asserted:

*“TI'll not take Edna’s help untll I have a
good house ready for her—and I'll be ready
hrth‘hm'p'

“Ye don’t mow much about wimmen, then
—an’—ye can't forestall Natur’, my boy,” his
father commented dryly.

But Lon was still certain of his own wis-
dom and ready to defy Nature berself.

‘When Goodrich, as spring appreached, pre-
posed a renewal of their contract for another
year Lon teld him: i

“1 ba¥e decided to go out to Dakota, Mr.
Goodrich, and locate & homestead.”

“Ye have? Well, that may be a good
move,"” grudgingly, “fer a young fellow like
you. BStill there's lots o’ chances in farmig,
Ye know. Ye'd probably have more money
at the end ¢’ the year staying right here at
good wages and found. IM hire ye, if ye
want to stay—ye ain't so dum triflin’ as most
o' the help nowadays.” .

Lon’s ta d face reddened with pi e,

‘ Even this acknowledgment from “ol' man
Goodrich " was encouraging. On the strength
of it he ventured:

“ And, Mr. Goodrich, when I've got my
land and a comfortable house on it I am
coming back for Edna.”

“Like bell ye are!® The father sprang

to his feet in & rage. “ So—thlll's it! That's
the foolishness that's beeh going on right
under my nose! Put it right out o' your
Mlm:r-mmthhkmhzmy
girl go out to Dakoty to lve'in a sod hut
and wash overalls? What do ye reckon I
pald her school and music bills fer? She
will stay right here with her parents until
,8he marries a man that can give her a good
livin’ fn & civilized countryr™ r
Y "I'm not asking her to marry me until
I can give her a good living,” Lon spoke
proudly. 3

*Ye'll both be gray headed befors that
tima?

“ Pa’ll never consent,” * Ma Goodrich ™ sald
when Lon reported this interview. * Not that
he has a thing against ye, Lonny, except
that you're poor. But as fer me," with & con-

than your mother was—an' you are ke her
in ways—'f ye are a boy.”

When the time for the purting cume 2t
was harder than Lon had counted on. New,
at the last, he had to argue against his ewn
beart ery as well as Edna's wistful eyes and
unspoksn plea.

*1 couldn't bear te sese you wurking toe
hard and, maybe, breaking dewn,” has toid
her as he toock har inte the last embrace.
*You know it's because I love you so much,
Edna, that I can't—>"

“Yes. But it seems wrong to me "™ shs
protested. *“I'm ready—I want to help you
get started, Lon. Our parents and cur grand-
parents started jout in life together, with
nothing. Why should not we?! When you
find the right place then you'll let me come,
won't you, LonT"

“Just as soon &8 I ean gel & good erop
and build a house I'll coms back for yeo—
maybe,” with a wild hepe, “itll ba before
next Christmas

Traveling at*the slow pace of farm horses,
Lon spent thres months in prospecting Ha
went through freexing nights, blinding rains,
and teasing winds. He heard tales of poor
crops and disappointed bopes—to say nothing
of actual suffering. Yet om every hand he
saw untilied lands, carrying untold promise
in fts virginity. At lmst he strock a elxim
that suited him—one hundred and sixty acres
of flowing green, spattered with patches of

brilliant wild flowers. A gentle siope would

protect bufldings from the north winds and
a strip of slough was lush with waist high
wild hay. It was August before he had cut
and stacked an ample supply of bay for the
coming winter and finished a dugout for
himself and & shack for his team.

Then he turned the first sod. As he Joaked
back down ‘the long black bands that fell
away from the plow he saw flelds of grain,
promising rich harvests —mnext year. He
picked out the site for the house and: set
out rows of poplar switches to form a wind-
break. And as he worked he visioned the
home complete, with Edna waiting in the

+ door for his homecoming—another year,

Long before he was ready for It the first
blizzard stopped his work. One morning he
awoke, shivering; the shrieking of the wind
drowned his senses; swirling snow and frost
laden windows dimmed daylight to thiek fog.

“It's came,” Lon thought as he started 4
" fire In 'his little cook stove. ~I‘did hope It
would hold off until I got to towh agajp—I'm
short on provisiona, and coal, too.”

He had seen biizzards back home; but he
had never before been alone in ona. Now, as
his dugout walls trembled and the ‘wild keen-
ing of the wind encompassed him, he was
. homesick and lonely.

* Sounds like all the wind in the worjl
was trying to bu'st in that door,™ he muttered
as be swallowed hot coffes and assured him.
welf that it could not last long. '

r.,.-nu,,anlnhm over the stove
and listened and waited, while the storm

© raged on with no signs of a let-up. To the
‘lonesome, heartsick boy it seemed as though
ﬁhhﬂﬂ‘ﬂﬁl““*
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and over agalu he assured himse!f that he
was glad Edna was not here—that he wouM
not have her pass through sach az experd
ence. And stfll, a long winter of storms hare
slens—how was be io stich & out?

On the fowrth mornimg, when he epemed
his doer, bhe looked upward te depth uTpem
depth of bine stiiness ha looked sctward
over billows of frost-crestad smow, blinding
in fts glittering brilllance; and then he trned
and ssw a thread of amoks rizing above the
nearest eabin twe miles awny, and his heart
thrilled to the fee! of buoes companioship.

After be bad éug out his well and bara
bs harmessed his temmn =nd strock acress
flelds to the Prossers—a young eouples whe
bad come from an esstern ity the year be-
fore. They bad known Hifle of the &ifieul.
ties to be overcems iIn homestsading & Da-
kota claim. The philosophic good cheer with
which they met privations and dscomforts
had already won Lom's admmirstion. Tedxy
Molly was singing &s she sst her ene reom
in erder, though she was still pale and eon
fessed that she had stayed In bed during the
storm, = With the esvers over my head to
keep out the roaring. Damiel, sftting In & zies
warm den, with a few HDons around, wasnt
a clreomstance e & Daketa hitzard™ she
announced. .

wmmom-‘-awmnm
Molly joined them The alr was still sharp
and the snowdrifts treacherous; yet the
muwmmhp-.m.m
that Lon wished Edna might have shared.
As he locked about at the homellke eomfert

Molly had created in the rough floored, muad
walled room and remembered the swful lone-
liness of his own shack resolution wavered
Another year of wxiting alons seemed un-
bearpble; perhaps kis father and Edns were
right, after all "

There wers Do more such flerce ordeals,
but Lon spent many days shut in by cold
and storm, thinking, as be twisted praj
rie hay into knots that burned flercely—
while they lasted—many thoughts. He knew
that Edna would come to him if he but spoke
the word Ehe, too, could make a home out
of a dugout; she was better fitted for froo-
tier life than Molly Prosser. Yet—vislons of
bhis mother's foided, tofl worn hands, and
recollections of her father's whipisah tongue
mingled and jarred in his mind. And the
terror of debt cbsessed him- He could not
speak the words that woul bring Edna—
and possible debt.

Almost- before the frost was out of the
ground the new homesteader was in the field
with his plow. By the end of spring he had
prepared and seeded nearly one hundred
acres of ground. He and his team were alike
hollow ribbed and jaded. —With exultant an-
ticipation he watched his corm and wheat

_ pubh through the soll, and began to eount

the returns they would bring. Onoe more
he figured the cost of lumber, then sent the
plans he bad drawn te Edna, writing, = I'l
come for you by next Christmas—be ready.”

But as the season advanced éold, dry winds
retarded growth; then & heavry hallstorm beat
down the heading grain. Long before fall
Lon kmew that bullding a house this year
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for necessary implements and provisions,

and bought & cow and brood sow, there

was nothing left—even & trip bome was not
to be thought of.

Edna's disappointment when she learned
that he would mot be at home for Christmas
tempted young Baxter, for the first time, o
consider asking for a loan. He was half
way to the raliroad station, twenty miles
away, with the letter te his father, before
he tore it up and turned back, talling him.
wself sharply:

*1 won't begin borrewing, even wilh pa—
first thing I know ITl be asking ‘o mas
Goodrich’ to help ms out—or meortgaging
my team™

Apd be bogged the baliaf that hs was suf-
fering In & righteous cause, in apite of Bd-
na's wounded plea:” *I belleve I'd sooner
you'd steal the meonay, ¥ you won't borrow
it, rather than pot to have you come beme
at all*

His Christmas box and the Prossery' twr
key did not wipe out bis keen sense of fall
ure over the year's results. Yet the sturdy,
Loyish spirit could not be long depressed
=~oon, sure that the coming year would bring
betiter luck, Lon was making plans for till
ing all his acreage except the slough. A
first omen of good fortune came through
Saul Prewitt, an old neighbor, who was now
the chief merchant and stock buyer at the
railway station He offered transportation
to Chicage, with a few dayy' stopover at
bome, in return for plloting a caricad of
bﬂbmm\uﬁ. Lon jfumped at this
chancs. ;

He bhad never befors ssan a large elty—
but no sights could hold him when bhis busi-
ness was ended. He was Impatiently eager,
the train crawled, until the station names
grew familiar. Twe stops from Grindom,
the banker’s wife from home—he bad known
her all his lUfr—entered his car. As hs
started to speak to her, he caaght sight of
tis bare, chapped wrist He was wesring
the same suflt of clothes be had worn sway
from Grindon, now shabby and eutgrews.
A glance told kim his hat still bore marks
of his freight ecar journey; bis eovercoat
was eolled and frayed He sank bask
inte his seat, pulling” at his cont mlesves
swkward, miserable Edna muight well be
ashamed of him! Ehs was mesting wel
dressed men — mem whe eould give her
comforts and pleasures; whils he after twe
years, was toming back to her with nothing
but unfulfiled promises. Panic stricken he
was the last to leawe the car when the train
ull-lmlh-uﬂn._h e
Aas be came siowly down the stepe. bhe
vaguely saw familisr faces. Then Edna was
in front of him. ber arms wers about his
meck, ber lips en his Doubt and misery
were sponged out in a great throbbing heart-
beat as Be gathersd her close

When he ket her go, his father gripped his
bhand: " A welcomes ks that is wuth comiw’
beme te, eh, son™

“You bet your swest Efe”™ It was the
spomtansous eutburet of a full heart Edna
laughed In shesr joy st the words.

Latar, as she dabbed at the Mnes above his
eyes, she mid tenderly, " You'rs growing ol
too fast, Lon. Yom work teo hard It an%
fatr—I ought te be sut there looking after
you. Lat me go back with yeu ™
'IIMIMHIM'MM
ooking at ber with hungry longing Ehs
was reund end supple. his Edna with fiash-
ing lights tn her «yes and Sumhing coiors tm
ber face. Ygt there was & sugpestion of fra
gllity sbout her that reminded bhim of his
mother. He shook Ms head = Neo, Edpa 1
ean™ take you out there te that dug-out™
“Yeu dont think I mm as Wyave as Molly
Prosser and Annis Lans™

He bad writtan her of Molly's guy exped
ents and of Nick Lane's bhride—whe had
brought her piane with her. It ese filled
their single room that Nick swore he alept
doubled up, and Anmis boasted that she eould
it on the stecl and play * Little Buttareup *
and fry potatoes at the same time

*1 know you'd stand fire better than any
of "em.” be crisd.  * It's me that's ths cownrd
You ses, I know how ft might end—and they
dom't, yet”

“Oh" she broke eur, *If enly my Sather
were like other men! Has could just as well
give us the momey to bufld & house new, 4s
lot It all walt untll be & gone™

*“*Yes But I'd rather bufld my ewn bouss,
I don't want to give him any show for think
ing "m marrying you for his money! And if
things go right this year, I'Tl be ready t»
coma for you by New Year's,” he promised
onoce eguin.

At home, Bam Baxter led the way to the
little cubicle off the kutchen and opened the
old black trunk where the family treasures
bad always been kept Lon watched him Nft
out & dress and a shawl his mother had
worn, and take out some heavy sheets.
“Give these to Edna™ his father sald
“and tell ber your ma wove .sm with her
own bands—and this”™ he added a brooch
that was one of Lom's earliest recollections.
Then he took up a daguerreotype and opened
Its embossed case. The two men looked to-
gether at the clean<cut, girlish face with
smooth bands of balr lnid over her ears
“Ye're the eldest, son,” Baxter sald i &
bushed volcs. “ Sometime this'll come ts ye
—but—I can't spare i, yet."

With new comprehension, the son lald his
be spoke low:

“J suess mother'd be glad if she knew
I was going to marry Bdna*™

“Tes,” the older man agreed, as he shut
the trunk. “Edna's & fine woman, in spits
o' her relationship to the ol man™ Then,
clutching his son's arm. be spoke out: ™ Wit
are yo waitin®' so long fer, Lon? Whyn't ye
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